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literature except for Shakespeare The pity is that this giant never grew up intellectually, he could not enter into the minds of grown men as Browning could, but he could, and most brilliantly did, into the minds of youths up to about twenty David Copperfield as a boy is without a possible rival But wheie Dickens touched upon social reform, anywhere in fact where he began to think, he falls below the level of the second-rate, though the generous indignation that he shows is worthy of a full and complete man He is on anybody's level when he descnbes places, especially places in London, and the opening pages of Bleak House with its description of foggy London is a locus classtcus, and hardly less so is the picture of dreary marsh country in Great Expectations but where he excels, where he tops imagination, where he is on the level of Shakespeare, is in his fantastic comic creations His great glory consists in the fact there never were, and never could have been till he gave them birth, such persons as Mrs Gamp, Pecksniff, Ghadband, Micawber, Pickwick and Sam Weller They are outside life, but still they are part of humanity
His books are nearly always unpardonably confused, Pickwick is an exception, because, being a purely picaresque novel, it need be nothing but a succession of incidents loosely strung together, and at the end he began to learn something from Wilkie Collins What is worse is the entire lack of emotional structure At one moment you are earned along on a glorious sea of the most outrageously tempestuous fun, at the next you want to hurl the book across the room in supreme irritation He has spoilt it all, or nearly, by some relapse into sententiousness, some hideous infelicity of style, or a bad joke, or pitiless sentimentality In the end you forgive all for the enormous creative vitality, the fun sometimes rising to comedy, though not the same kind of high comedy as Thackeray touched and Meredith revelled in, and above all for his immortal additions to the number of pur fellow-beings There is nothing like them m life, but life is the poorer for being without thetn If Providence did not create Mrs Gamp, Chadband and the rest of them, it ought, we feel, to have done so
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